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raised internal party matters at a public function. They said that my
action was not conducive to the maintenance of discipline in the
party.
It was comrade Jeeva who spoke to me at considerable length
over the issue. During this period, more than ever before, he gave
indication of his affection and regard for me. Generally the relations
between us had not been particularly cordial. He used to talk about
me with a rather critical air, in the natural manner of a family elder
commenting on the doings of the younger generation. But he also
made no secret of his opinion of me as an "intelligent and straight-
forward fellow." My habit of questioning him sharply and repeatedly
during discussions had occasionally made him lose his patience and
become angry with me. But he was always a pleasant man to move
with.
A few months before these developments, Jeeva had paid a visit to
the Soviet Union. I went to see him on this return and, in the course
of our conversation, Jeeva said: "Hey, you! Mr Big Shot! I thought
you kept on writing some sort of stuff. When I was in hospital in the
Soviet Union I read a couple of your books. Well, I truly felt that I
should be reading such books rather than busying myself with all
sorts of other activities."
I remember the scene whenever Jeeva and I conversed with each
other. He would pull a chair close to mine and seat himself. He would
then extend one hand holding the "mike" of his hearing aid close to
me and would put his other hand on my shoulder. "Mmm.. .speak
up, speak up," he would say. He would listen intently regardless
of how long I spoke. Whenever he was not in agreement with my
opinion, he would ask me to restate it twice or thrice as though
he were making a special mental note of it.
When he told me that he had read my books in the Soviet Union,
I retorted teasingly: "I suppose you will understand anything at all
only if you go to the Soviet Union and read it there!"
"Look at the way this chap's mind works!" Jeeva said, slapping
my shoulder and laughing heartily. Jeeva and his big moustache!
Then with a serious look on his face he said: "Young brother, I was
truly proud of you. What I thought that I would do in 40 years of
political life, my young brother has accomplished in ten years of
literary life. I am ready to proclaim this view at every place." Jeeva
spoke his mind with great fervour. I was proud and pleased. I could
perceive Jeeva's affection and magnanimity. He went on to offer me